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he 
Spoken by Mr BULL O ck, Jun, 


ro this our farce bears fuch a name to-night, * 


it I. Some heads, brim full of politics, Vinvite ; 
Þ You'll find (at laſt.) we tock ſome prudent care, 
s Not to run bead. long on a party-ſnare. | 
No—tho' our ſcene's at Preſton, we've no plot, 
8 But what old Shakeſpear made to ridicule a ſet. 
Wl Indeed I can't deny wh 


Baut the under plot was laid with a deſlon 
To pleaſe ſome friends and draw the vulgar in. 
1f awe ſucceed in this coutratted play, - 
We care not what the other houſe ſhall ſay. — 
1f you conſent, tho they his right diſown, 

We'll vouch the Gobler came from Preſton town. 


Dramatis 8 


Sir Jaſper Manley, a country Gentleman, Mr Ogden, 
Clerimont, andther country Gentleman, Mr Cater 
Toby Guazle, a drunken Cobler, Mr Spiller. 


| Shuffle, a puritan, Mr Bullock, fun. 
Griſt, a Miller, Mx Bullocl, ſen. 
HFuatſman, e 8 
| _ 8 
2 fo ? ſervants to Sir Jaſper. 
Servant, j 5 1 
. Maid, Mrs Garnet. 
Dame Hacket, an ale- wife, | Mr Hall. 


- Dorcas Guzzle, the Cobler's wife, Mr Griffin. 
5 Conſtable, and Attendants. 
SCENE PRESTON. 


. 


THE 


COBLER 


PRESTON 


SCENE, A Field. 


. Enter Cuzzle, drank, 8 
6A, mother Hacket's ale is notable tu, pOZ- 
rozzetively! I am quite ſtitch'd up: 1 have got 


muy ſkin full of good liquor, faith, if I can carry it home 
without ſpilling, and not like a ſtubborn pair of boots go 


awry.——By the mais, [think it is high time to be at 


| hone too, for the ſun has been up this half hour. —Fgad 


1 wonder my Dorcas has not been to lug me home by the 
ears afore now-—ſpeak of the devil, and preſently | comes 


my wife. [Enter Dorcas Guzzie. 


Der. So you * beaſt, are you reeling home but 


mow? - 


Guz. You ſee, my dove, 1 keep early hours—But thou 
art a very good wife ——go thy ways home, and put the 


meat in the pot, and 1'!] take a nap till dinner-time. 


Dor. The meat in the pot! put your own calves: head 
in the pot, you dealt: who have you been with all night ? 

Guz. Rare company, girl, the miller, the exciſcman, 
the curate, and I, have been at whiſk all night, at dam e 
Hacket's—ſpecial ale, ſpecial ale, Dorcas—and after we 


had done cards, the Glover came in, and he and I went 
at it, hand to foot. 


Dor. I may well be poor, an you keep ſuch company; 3 
but 1'll make you change your courſe of life: I did not 
marry you for this, you idle rogue; tis well known I had 


twenty good pounds to my 1 tion, Sirrah, Surah. 2 
A 3 Cuz. 
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Guz. Dear Dorcas, thou, art a wench of ſuch a ſea- 
thern diſpoſition, that all good counſel goes againſt the 
grain with thee; prithee let me ſtamp a good conlidera- 
tion or two on thee : know then a ſole is made harder 
dy thumping, and that I have been fo us d to the clamour 
ef thy tongue, that pow, like a ſmith's dog, I can lleep 3; 
under an anvil. 


Der. Ah you wicked rogue, don' t you think togoto the 


; 1 devil with the trade you drive? All Preſton rings of your 


vwickedneſs: Do you ever go to Church, you heathen? 
Su. No, but I fit up three nights a week with the cu- 
rate, and that's as bad—but prithee honey, go home; I'll 
but ſtep back to Dame Hacket's to fetch my tobacco - bon. 
and follow thee ſtraight. All ſhall be — and I will * 0 
my life in repair. 
Sins. tell you that 
We know not at 
What moment life is dated, 
That all nuſi mend 
 Befere the end, | 
Fer they muſt be weft. 
| Good Dorcas, go thy ways, I will mend, for I find it boots 
not to dally, time is on the ſpur, opportunity will not long 
laſt, the thred of life does wax ſhorter, death will give 
Every man a fore punch, and then his work is at an end. 
[Exeunt feoerally. 
Enter Hacket and Guzzle. : 
Hack. Sirrah, I ſay pay your reckoning, I'll be no longer 
fobb'd off with a tale of to-morrow—pay me to day, you 
bad beſt. Let me ſee, firſt for ale one ſhilling and five 
pence ;; for brandy one ſhilling and eight pence ; for red 
herrings, bread, cheeſe, and tobacco, one ſhilling and eight 
pence more : then here's the mugs and glaſſes you broke 
in your drunken firs, and a ſcore of the laſt week's ſirrah, 
of two ſhillings and a penny; pay it me, you had beſt 
now. Here have I ſat all night long, breaking my reſt, 


and waſting my firing: bow ſhall my landlord or malſter 5 
come paid at this rate? 


- =» - Ih —1 ſay be quict, or Il pheize you, you 
66 7 e. | 


Hack. 


& ſtocks ſhall be for you, you rogue. 


Give me ſome more ale, and pipes and tobacco. 19 5 
5 [Sits daun. 


Where's this ale— 
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Hack. * You! marry an you pay me not, a pair of 


Guz. You are a baggage, and you lye, I am no rogue, 


but honeſt Toby Guzzle, the one ey'd Cobler of Pre- 


ſton, in comitate Lancaſhire, and can pay your ſcore off. 


with a wet finger. Our ſucceeding anceſtors, before us, 


were gentlenien; we are aſcended of the antient Dutch 
family of the Mynheer Van Belch and Guzzles. It was 
my aunt's uncle's father's great-grandfather that got Pot- 
valiant with Darby ale, and flew the dragon of Want- 
ley. 5 | 

Hack, Come, come, you fot, will you pay me the rec- 
| Guz, ** No—not a ſouſe, to day” hic—not a pri 


' Zoons, hold your clack; an honeſt fellow can't drink a 


cup of ale and be merry, but you muſt ſpoil his ſport with 


your damn d ill-contriv'd jade's tricks——go get another 
flaggom of ale, and learn how to be civil to your betters— = 
you ſhall be paid upon the word of a gentleman, 


| Hack. You a gentleman, you ſcoundrel ! but I'll make 
you pay me, I'll fetch the Headborough to you.” 
Ry +... TS 

 Guz. You may fetch the Wheelbarrow if you pleaſe, 


but I'd much rather you'd fetch ſome more ale. 


Sings. IWhenas King Henry rul'd the land, 
Toe ſecond of that name, 
Beſides the Queen he dearly lv 
A fair and comely dame. — 


Sings. My lodging it is on the cold grennd, 
And very hard is my fare ; 
De unkindneſs of —Hic—my dear — 
[Falls aſleep. 
Enter Sir Faſper, Clerimont, Huntſmen and ſervants. 
Sir Jaſp. ** This morning has produc'd us glorious 


4 ſport, ſure fleeter dogs ne er ran: firrah, take care they 


are well fed to-day, to-morrow I intend to hunt again. 
Hunt. They ſhan't want my care, Sir? 
| | Sir 


US 


3 
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Sir aſp. ** Who's this lies here? 

Cler. One either drunk or dead. 

Hun. He breathes, I'm ſure. 

Sir aſp. * Were he not watm'd with ale, this were 
« a cold bed to ſleep on. What ſay you, Clerimont, ſhall 
« 1 ſend him home, bave him waſh'd clean, and ſtript of 
te theſe filthy rags, and when he wakes fix Lent hens: title 
&* of a lord upon him, my ſervants to attend and ſerve bim, 
* a rich ſute to have him dreſs d in, a banquet ready, mu- 


* fic and wine to entertain him? he d make ſport that 
1 ou'd be worth the trouble. 


Cler. I can't ſuppoſe he would believe his ſenſes. 
Sir Jaſp. Convey him gently to my chamber, take 
i care you wake him not. | 
Huntſ. Yes, we'll. play our parts with ſuch diligence, 
« he ſhan't ſuppoſe himſelf leſs than we'll call bim. 
Sir Jaſp. Away with him then; I'll overtake you, 
% Let one of the maids be dreſs'd like his lady to-enter- 
* tain his lordſhip—go, I'll be with you, and give farther 
* inſtruftions. [Exeunt. They carry _— 


Euler Dorcas G uzale and Dame Hacket. 


Der. Tn plain terms you know where my huſband is; 
you have conceal'd him; he has been all this night along 
with you, to what end L know not, but I am afraid none 
of the belt : he comes not ſo often to your houſe for no- 
thing; this is now the fifth time within this fortnight he 


has been ſhroudiog his roguecy under your wing the wbole 


night together, leaving his lawful occaſions undone, and 


| neglected the wife of his boſom without the comforts of 
| wedlock : in ſhort, Dame Hacket, I'll bear it no longer. 


Hack, Marry come up, I all night with your huſband ? I 
all night with him! I have brought my hogs to a fine mar- 
ket indeed, to take up with ſuch a fellow as he is. No 

I'd have you to know I ſcorn your words: : Fam a woman 
of reputation in my calling, I lie upon a good feather-bed, 


have ale in my cellar, and money in my purſe, and want : 


nothing ſuch a raſcal can help me to. 


Dor. Don t call him names, don't, 1 fay; Td hong you 
to 
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to know he's no raſcal : you know that as well as I; and 
thats the reaſon you hide him from me. 
Hact. | hide bim hang him: . 
ſcoxe of above ſeven ſhillings, and pays nothing; he eats 
up my meat, drinks up my drink, and the devil a farthing 
comes: I'd have you to know I want no ſuch cuſtomers, 
and if he comes to my houſe again, I'll comb his head with | 
a three-footed ſtool. 
Dor. You comb his head !—you claw his elbow. Tho“ 
I am his wife, and may correct him by authority myſelf, 
yet no body elſe ſhall ; the man is a pains-taking man in 
his calling ; and if it were not for ſuch jades as you, wou wou'd 


= be a huſband good enough. 


Hack. An you defame me, I'll take the law of you; 
I Ito Sir Jaſper's, and have his warrant for you, bully. 
Dor. Do if you dare; I'll trounce you for keeping my 
| huſband from me, you may have murdered him for ought 
I know, you whore, 
| Hack. Bear witneſs; an it colt me forty ſhillings PI deal 
with Jou: a whore buſy, I am as honeſt a woman as 
any's in Preſton, and a ſtirring woman too, that will leave 
no ſtone unturned to get a penny - but remember what you 
called me; II have a warrant for you, huſſy. 3 


SCENE changes to a chamber. 


Cc WY upon a couch, in a filk night-gown, ſervants at. 
tending him, 
Guz, ** Some ſraall ale, mother Hacker, fome ſal 
© afe, I tay. : 
Butler, þ Will your lordſhip be pleas'd to drink a glaſs : 
« of ſack? ; 
Cat. Will your honour be pleas d to taſte of theſe 
conſerves? 
Serv. 3. „ Will your honour be pleas'd to dreſs? 
« what ſute will you have brought you! F 
| Guz, © Sute!” at whoſe ſuit? | 
Serv.“ Yes, my lord; the velvet or the cloth ſate you 
„ wore yeſterday ? 
Guz, * Why prithee, I am honeſt Toby Gurzle; 
| . 
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** not me honour, nor lordſhip, 1 ne'er drak fack, nor 

« wore velvet in my life; 2nd if you give me any conſerves, 
| « ove me. conſerves of beef or pork : and for choice of 
«© clothes, I have none; I have no more doublets than 
« backs, no more ſtockings than legs, no more ſhoes than 
« feet; nay I have ſometimes more feet than ſhoes ; or 
loch ſhoes, as my tors look through the upper leathers. 0 


Enter Sir Jaſper and Clerimont.. 


Sir Jaſb. Health to your lordſhip U 
Cu. Pox take you all, for a parcel of mad fools. 
Lordſhip! yes, I am a fd indeed! but ſuch a lord as 
| the devil never ſaw. What a plague is the matter with 

you all? and what do you mean! and where am ? 
Sir Jaſp. Heaven ceaſe this idle humour in your ho- 
<« nour ! oh, that a man of ſuch deſcent, of ſuch poſſeſſi- 
ons, and of ſo much honour, ſhould be ſo lunatic, ſo 
4 Joſt in madneſs ! 
Guz. © Why, you go the way to make me mad among 
« you : what a plague would you perſuade me to? am 
„ not I Toby Guzzle, old Guzzle's fn of Burton-Heath, 
< by birth a pedlar, by education a cow-keeper, by tranſ- 
e mutation a carter, and now by preſent profeſſion a co- 
© bler ! why, aſk Cicely Hacket, the fat ale-wife of Pre- 
6 . if ſhe know me not, and ſays I am not fourteen 
nce on the ſcore with her for ſheer ale.” I'll be 
My 'd with all my foul in my on i at laſt: ſoot! 
here's a do ! | | 
 Cler. © This tis that makes your lady weep and -mourn, 
your friends forſake you, and the buſy world a ſtranger 
to your worth, 
Ba. This tis that makes your faithful ſervants droop. 
Cuz. A plague confound you, tell me where I am, 
how I came hither, who has put this gay kickſhaw on my 
back, and what you delign to do with me. | 
Sir Jaſp. © Let me intreat your lordſhip be compos'd ; : 
« your kindred ſhun your houſe, as beaten hence by your 
6 ſtrange lunacy. Good noble lord, bethink you of your 
=" 2 call home your antient thoughts from baniſh. | 
ment 
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* ment, and baniſh hence thoſe lowly abject dreams; 
lock on theſe perſons that attend to ſerve you, each in 
= office, ready at your call: we pray you eat and 
_ « drink, and call for muſic ; we'll have a thouſand enter- 
_ © tainments for you, to divert and ſoften the effects of 
10 this ſad malady. 
Cu. Well, Haan I muſt: nay, to 
ſay truth, I'm never averſe to that come, the ſack you 
talked of—call you theſe conſerves, ha ?—nay they may 
be fo for ought I know, I have no great judgment. 
| [Eats and drinks. 
8 Faſp. Say, will you take the air? your gilded 
© chariot ſhall be ready for you. Do you love hawkmg ? 
© you have hawks will ſoar above the morning lack. Or 
will you hunt? your hounds ſhall make the welkin an - 
« ſwer em, and ſeich thrill 2 from the hollow 
c earth. 

uz. A little more ſack. [Net minding them. 

Cler. Do you love pictures? we will ſhow y- 
, donis painted by a murmuring brook, and Citharea all 
1 in Eber hid; which ſeem to move and wanton with 

© her breath, even as real ruſhes play with the wind. 
 Guz. Another ſoop of ſack ; faith, tis excellent liquor. 

Sir Jaſp. We'll ſhew you Jo, as ſhe was a maid, and 
* how ſhe was furptiz'd, as lively painted as the deed 
* were done. 

Guz. No, prithee, let your Io's and your Doaies alone, | 
and fetch me a little of this what d ye call it to eat, tis 
* ſart of ſtuff enough I like . and lack, more 
tack 
Sir Jaſp. Or Daphney roaming through a thorny 
* wood, ſcratching her ſnow- white legs, that one ſhall 

* ſwear ſhe bleeds; and at the fight ſhall fee Apollo 
« weep, ſo workmanly the blood and leaves are drawn. 
Su. I'll have no Daphne's nor * not I, 

Cler, Will you be pleas d to dreſs? 

' Guz. Dreſs ! Why, ay, there's no great harm in that; 
come let's ſee—od, theſe are delicate fine things nw; ; 
I ſhall be a lord in good carneſt | | 0 

«ee er. 
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Cler. * You are a lord, and have 2 ledy far more bexy- 
« tifal than any woman in this waining _= 
Guz, Have I? good lack 


Sir Faſþ. ** And till the tears, which ſhe has ſhed for 
you, 0'er-ran her lovely face, ſhe was the faireſt crea- 


ture in the world; yet now ſhe is inferior to few. 
Guz. Good lack, I had quite forgot her ! all this may 


be true; for I find this eating and drinking, and theſe ſine 
clothes, do clear up a man's underſtanding ; I was born 
to be a lord, I find ; and the Cobler-of Preſton, with the 


ſtory of Dorcas Guzzle, whom I ſuppoſed to be my wife, 
is all a dream, nothing but a dream : I am a lord, though 


| the Lord knows how it comes about; but tis no great 


matter. Prithee, honeſt Diligence, bring our lady to our 
fight, and once again ſome ſack. 


Sir Jaſp. O how we joy to ſee your wits reſtor d! 


theſe fifteen years you have been in a ſort of dream. 


Guz, © Ha! fifteen years! —by my faith a very goodly 


© nap! but did I pever ſpeak in all that time? 
Sir Jaſp.“ Yes, my lord, but very idle words; for tho' 


« you lay here in this rich chamber, yet wou'd you ſay 
te you were beaten out of doors, and rail'd againſt the 


© hoſteſs of the houſe, ſaying, you wou d preſent her at 


„ the Leet, becauſe ſhe bought ſtone juggs that wanted 
* meaſure ; ſometimes you wou'd call out of Judah Hac- 


« ket. 
. * Av the woman's daughter of the houſe. 


Cler. Why, Sir, we know no ſuch houſe, nor no ſuch - 


* maid, nor yet ſuch men as you ** mentioned. 
Gue. No! 
Cler. No, my good lord. 


Guz, What a damnable dream have I been in for wel 0 


gfieen years? 
Cler. But now you are awake. 
Gaz, I am fo, heaven be thanked. 
Enter a Servant dreſi d ar a Lady. 


Labs. « How fares my noble lord ? 


Gus, “Marry, I fare well enough now 1 4 awake; 


prithee, 
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u prithee, Diligence, ſome more ſack—--but where's my | 


« wife, Diligence? 
1 « Here, my Lord; what is your pleaſure with 
me 
Guz . * Are you my wife, and won't call me huſband ? 


. my men ſhould call me Lord, not you: I am your good 
; «© man,” or your ſpoule, or your hubba, or ſomething like | 
that. 


Lady. You are both my Lord and husband, and I your 


þ Lady and obedient wife. 


| Guz. This is a damnable dream I have been in! Dili- 

tt oence, what muſt I call her? 

Sir Jaſþ. ** Madam. 

uz. Alice Madam, or Joan Madam, or how? 

Sir Jaſp. Madam, and nothing elſe. 

Guz. Madam wife, fit by us; they tell me I have flept 
and dreamed theſe fifteen years and more. | 

Lady. Yes, and it ſeems thirty unto me, my Lord, 


2 being all this time abandon'd from your bed. 


Guz. Twas pity-------Heark ye Diligence, get you all 


gone, and leave Madam wife and I by ourſelves------You 


know what I'd have, Sirrah. 

Lady. What does your Lordſhip men? 

Guz, I wou'd have you undreſs, that v we may go to bed 
together. 

Lady. * O by no means! 1 muſt intreat you to excuſe 
© me yet for a night or two; or if not fo, until the ſun be 
* ſet : for your phyſicians have expreſly charg'd on peril to 
* incur your former malady, that I ſhou'd yet abſent me 


« from * bed. I hope this reaſon ſtands for my excuſe, 


uz. Ay, it does fo; I muſt ſtay your pleaſure, for 1 
ſhou'd be horribly loth to fall into my dream again L 


Diligence, ſome more ſack---fine liquor, faith ! 


Sir aſd You ſhall, my Lord. 


E nter Clerimont. | 


After. Some of your honour's neighbours, hearing of your 
recovery, are come with mulic, ſongs, and dances, to enter · 
tain you. 


B . 
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Su. With all my heart, let em come in; I lovena 


Chriſtmas gambol, or a tumbling trick. 


Here a Song and a Dance. 
2 Very wel, faih—ſome more ſack. 


Enter Servant. 


Serv. An't pleaſe your honour, there are two women 8 
nikon, 08 00 SHnr SIONS Br he Gen, 6 5 


anſwer her complaint. 
Cux. Diligence! 
Sir Jaſb. My Lord! 
. 1.6 Junior he pence 7. 8 
Sir es, r it. 
Guz. Who is our Clerk ? "my 
Sir Jaſp. 1am, my Lord. 
Cu. Let them come in. 


Enter Guzzlt's Wife and Dame Hasler. 


Zoons ! I'm in a dream again ! there's Cicey Hacket, and 
[To Sir Jab. 


. the jade wy wife. 


* Hack. So pleaſe your worſhip —— 
Sir Jaſp. You are miſtaken, woman, that's my Lord: 


I have no buſineſs when his Lordſhip's well—therc ſits the 


_ 

8 Ay, we fit here; what wou'd you have with us ? 
Hack. This naughty woman, an pleaſe your worſhip— 
_ Guz. Hold, hold—ſhou'd ſhe not call me honour ? 
Sir Jaſþ. Yes, my Lord. 

Cu. Look ye there, woman, you ſhou 'd know your 

. accent carne Log 

us your honour, woman, 


Hack. An pleaſe your honour, this falſe woman has 
molt wickedly — me, defam'd to the world, to ruin 


me, and ſpoil my reputation; ſhe has call d me whore, an 
pleaſe you. 


Cuz. By my honour, a material point ! eee 
85 
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Magnation in the caſe, this mult ot go unjuniſh'd—-bur 
hold a little—are you both awake now, or in a dream? 


give me fome ſack, delicious ſack. 


Hack. No, no, my Lord, I don't dream. | 
uz. Well, what fay you, woman ?— —Diligence, we 


' muſt do juſtice, and bear dock fides ; tis an old maxim 


: . tory is good, dl another i be 


ir Fad. ITED | 
D. Guz. 1 am, ſo vleaſe you, a poor Cobler's wife of 


Preſton z my huſband this wicked woman has taken from 
3 he was once an honeſt man, and liv'd in peace and 
love with'me for fifteen years ; but falling into the com- 


pany of that lewd woman, ſhe has ſedue d him, and drawn 


him into her faare, from his - +, > adn 


- Guz. What was your huſband's name? 

D. Guz. Toby Guzzle, fo pleaſe you. 

Guz, Pſha ! pſha ! you know not what you ſay, woman ; 
tis all a dream, I tell you. 

D. Guz. Indeed, my Lord, tis true. 

Guz, How ! ſure 1 know better than you, you 1 


gage : wou'd you give the lye to authority ? throw the lye 
in the very face of authority ?—I tell you I am authority 
and were I to fay the moon is made of a muſtard pot, you 


mult believe it. give me ſome ſack—I ſay its all a dream, 

you have no hufband, nor is there any ſuch a man as To- 

by Guzzle. 

4 D. Guz. Iknow not what your honour a but I'm 
re— 

Guz. You lye, you are not ſure ; for I ſay, woman, tis 
impoſſible to be fare of any thing but death and taxes-— 
therefore hold your tongue, or you ſhall both be ſoundly 
whipt ſure I know my office—-give me ſome ſack 


Lord, how I ſweat why I was in a dream for fifteen years 
5 myſelf, and dreamt I marry'd you—Dorcas is your name! 


D. Guz. Toby! odds daggers ! Mr Juſtice's honour, 


my huſband ! a Lord, with a pox to you ! u claw you, | 
you dog! 


_ Gunz, La, hold on her © 
B 2 b Hal. 
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Hack. Ah, you carrion cur, do we come to you for 


” juſtice ! 


Guz, She's in a dream too, lay hold on her—ſome | 


ſack, I ſay. 


Sir 2 Will your honour be pleas'd to diſcharge em, | 


and ſend em home? 


Guz, Diſcharge em; no, I think not: what do 1 ſit 
here for? they are ſcolding g queans, and let em be whipt, , 

or carry them to the Ribble and duck em I'll try ifi 
an tame you—give me ſome ſack—Lord bow I labour | O 


g Jaſp. Away with em. 
Hack. Don't 10 me, I'll not be dock d 
D. Guz. Nor I neither, 1“ 


Sir Jaſb. You are not to anſwer any thing; * tis his wor 


: ſhip! s orders and muſt be executed: away with em 


Hack. I ſay I'll : [They are hurried of. | 
Cuz. Away, away with ? em, I 3 ſome more 
the miller, and maf- 


(ck what's here neighbour G 
tor — 


Enter a Miller ard Snuff. 


Well and what are you complaints? 

 Snuf. May it pleaſe your worſhip, while I1 was gone 
this morning to pour forth ſome ſpiritual comfort unto a 

tender ewe, belonging unto my own flock ; my wife, it 
| ſeems being a weak veſſel, and moved more abundantly by 

the mightineſs of the fleſh than the meekneſs of the ſpirit, 


drew this lewd miller into the very mouſe trap of ĩniqui - 
ty. I coming home ſomewhat before my uſual time, this 


| ſon of darkneſs was put under a dough trough. I, being 
innocent of all, ſat me down to breakfaſt (bavigg ſirſt crav'd 
a bleſſing) Deborah ſat her down alſo. While 1 was thus 
comforting the outward man, the miller under the trough 


| happen'd to ſneeze. The noiſe proceeding from behind 
my wife, I ſaid unto her, Bleſs you, good woman! Bleſs 


7 But he ſneezing twice or thrice more, I became ſen · 
| ſible of my error, and approached the place from whence 


1 thonght the noiſe did proceed; and turning over the 


 gough trough, became a wigels of my wite's fin, and my 
own 
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own ſhame----I did then proceed to reprehend the miller 


in a molt patient manner; but he being harden'd in his 


guilt, did anſwer my rebukes with a ſtrong cudgel over my 


iy weak ſhoulders---yea-----he hath bruiſed me exccedingly. 
Cunz. Miller, thou art I perceive, a knave in grain, and 


meaſureth not as thou would'it be meafured unto, for thus 
ſtriking the flower of patience ; but I will bol out the truth 
of this ſtory ·· (( · therefore Miller, be not mealy-mouth'd, 


but proceed to thy defence-----but ſee you uſe not chaſfy 
arguments give me ſome more ſack. 


Mill. May it pleaſe your worſhip, altho' I am a miller, = 
I am a very honeſt man, and that mayhap you'll fay's a 


wonder; but howſomdever I ſcorn to deny the truth: 


maſter Soufle's wife and I have been very _ and for 
that matter---fo has my wife and maſter *. 
Cux. How! how's that? 
Mill. For he threatning to go for a warrant * me, 


you mult know 1 went my ways to drink a flaggon of my 


dame Hacket's ale, (and good ale tis as ony's in Preſ- 
ton.) | 


| Guz. Ay, ſo tis, miller. 
Mill. And then 1 went home, and told our ir Joan al that 
had happen'd; and all of a ſudden my liule dog, that I 


| keep io hunt the hogs out o'the mill, fell a barking at a 
| fack that ſtood up in the chimney nook (barks like a dog) 


whoop, quo' I, what at murrain mun thic be now? fo 
what does me I, but opens the ſack, and who ſhould be 
in it bat this falſe teacher: ſo that the ſhort and the long 
is, an't ſhall pleafe your worſhip, that if I have expound- 
ed in his 2 ads has held forth i in my hopper; and 


there's an end ont. 


Guz. The Miller fpeaks well, md not like a proud cox- 


eomb, one of your corn fed fools---1 muſt acquit you both, 


ſor, according to law, exchange is no robbery; and ſo this 
caſe ſeems to be, Miller go thee home, uſe thy wife welt 
and ſhe'll not carry her Griſt to another's man's mill. 
Now for thee, maſter Snuffle, who art by trade both tay- 

lor and ſadler, a workman for man and beaſt, who has 

| leap'd from thy ſhop board into the half wb----and wah a 

taylor's * made Sermons without either head or tail ; 

B 3 and 
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- and inſtead of preſſing cloth with thy gooſe, has often, like 
a a gooſe, oppreſs'd the truth? 1 4 keep to thy calling, 
and cut thy coat according to thy cloth. 
Snuf. But if your worſhip would hear me— 
Cuz. I won't hear what! inſtruct juſtice !—— 


Snuff. Yea, venily, i it is our way; it being our Opinion, | 


that dominion is founded on grace. 


Guz, I ſay, taylor, don't cloke over a ratter'd ſuit of 


| hypocritical knavery, with a fair facing of an outſide pro- 
ſeſſion: for let me tell you, goodman taylor, or ſadler, 


you want a bridle ; for you have more mouth than bit, and 
need no {j r to wickedaek : but let me adviſe you, you 
gs for cutting thongs out of other mens 


get not ſtrap 
leather, but for the future be girt with prudence, accept 


the Snarffle of admonition, and ceaſe to ſtir u 12 
Vl fing 


leſt you become a well pummell'd _ and 
yau a ſong. 


Siogs. Who puts a doublet on a horſe, 
Or on a man a ſaale, 
Or claps 4 ſtocking on his head, 
Saure that man's brain is adle: 
Then let not men ungifted — 
In fireams of ſanctuary 
Teach without Inouiled ge, baſel medale 
With what their lo can't carry. 


so get you gone home, and mend your life. Heigh- ho! 


ll 6 and talk with you again ͥ 


He falls aſſeep. Exit Snuffle and Miller. 


Sir Jaſp. The wretch has made himſelf dead drunk a- 
gain: what ! ſhall we diſrobe him of his ſtate and bonour, 
and leave him in the place we found him? 


 Cler, Ay, Va ſatisfied with laughing, I ne er ſaw better 


w_ 


Sir aſp. How monſtrous is this fellow's drunkenneſs ! 


were he ſure of paradife, on the condition of leaving 1 it, be 
 wou'd forfeit the bleſſing the firſt time opportunity put in 


his power---- but come let's attend his Lordſhip, and take 


aur leave of him. Exeunt omnes. 
[Servants carry of Guzzle, 


SCENE 


ke 
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SCENE changes to a feld. 


Eater Dame Hacket and Dorcas Guile, wet and dirty. 


D. Guz. This comes of your warrant at your breech ; 
an you had not been ſo quarrelſome, this had never been. 
Hack. 1'll rogue him, I'll honour him, and juſtice him ; 
III teach him to duck an honeſt woman, to quoit me into 


the river like a cat: you knew him, and be hang'd to you; 
I did not, not I, a drop-gallows, | fe ag 


D. Guz. No, in truth, if I had known his rogueſhip, the 
devil ſhou'd have had him, before I'd have called him ho- 


Hack. I'll ſouſe hm. RC 

D. Guz, I'll run an awl in his buttocks, the firſt time 1 
lay my eyes on him, a dog-whelp. : 

Hack. But how came Sir Jaſper Manley to concern him- 


0 ſelf with him? 


— 


vants gave me when they pull'd me out of the water; ho 
told me you muſt have half on't, and bid us put up the 
injury, Sir Jaſper would make us amends. : 


Hack. Ay, that's ſomethiog indeed; yet by the by, tis 
a plaguy thing that poor folks bones mult pay for rich folks 


frolics and whims. But come let's go warm our infides with 
a flaggon or two of my ale, and dry our outſides by the fire, 
| Where we'll ſtudy to be reveng'd---but ſee, here comes Sir 


Jaſper's ſervants with that drunken beaſt your huſband ! 
let us ſtep to the hedge, and pluck a couple of cudgels, and 


try if we can wake him out of his dream, [Exeunt, 


Enter ſervants, bring in Guzzle aſleep, and lay him down, 


Ser. 1. Throw him down, lay his honour in the duſt 


again, and there let him reſt. Softly for fear he wakes--- 


go you beaſt---now away, that we mayn't be ſeen. [ Exeunt. 


| Re-enter DameHacket and Dorcas Curls, with cacha flick. | 


Hack, Oh, yon carſed dog, are you in querpo again? 
1 
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D. Guz, Oh you rogue, rouze, rouze and be hanged. 


[Strikes bim. 
1 Give me ſome ſack, Mr 
Hack. A halter for you. [Strikes him, 
| Gus, Mother Hacket, give me ſome ale here am I, 
and where have I been? Iam in a dream again. 
Hack, We'll fetch him out ofit, [Strikes bim. 
Guz, Wife! 
D. Guz. You were a Lord, and > jnfliee, and ſent me 
to the ducking-ſtool, did you? but I'll rogue you for it, 
. Hack. Here, get up, you dog-rogue 
uz. Hold, hold, you . will you murder 


C man in cold blood ? hold, Ifay! [They bath beat him. > 


D. Gus. No, NO, we are the juſtices now. 
Hack. Ay, now tis our turn, Sirrah. 
Cuz. Na y, if it comes to this once, I muſt make one. 


[Takes ba ſtrap from bis ſhoulders, and beats both em. | 


 B5th. Hold, hold! a truce, a truce! 
Su. I care not, I'll treat of peace with ſword in hand-- - 
is it peace or war? 
| Beth. Peace, peace. | . 
Guz. Down with your weapons then------and lie thou 
there, corretion-----[They fling down their ſlicks. ] Now 
let's ſhake hands, laugh at all that has bappen'd, and drown 


animoſities in a dozen of ale---I have a merry hog left yet-- 


[ Feels in his pocket, and pulls out a purſe. ] Ha! a purſe ! 


and forty or fifty good ſhillings in it ! the beſt part of my 


dteam's at laft---this will make me a man again. Cicely, 

I'll pay thy ſcore off firſt : nay, prithee, Dorcas, don't thee 
frown---look here---chink, chink ! ſure that which ſtitches 
up ſeams between kingdoms, will make the merry Cobler 
of Preſton and his wife, friends again. 


Ad's feat give me thy hind let al, , " 


And when we are a bed, we'll fign the peace. 


G R 
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A DIALOGUE 


—_ by Mr Lavenwos and Mrs FrrzonnALD, 


He. | 


INCE times are fo bad, 1 muſt ell thee fe. 
| heart. 


| eee 


And to the fair city a journey will go, 


* better my fortune, as other folks ach . 


Since ſome have from ditches, 
And coarſe leather breeches, 


1 Been rais d to be rulers, and wallow'd i in riches. | 
Prithee come, come from thy wheel; . 


Sbe. 


For if gypſies don't lye, 
I ſhall be a governour too, ere I die. 
Ah, Colin! by all thy late doings I find, 


With ſorrow and trouble the pride of thy mind; I 
Our ſheep now at random diſorderly run, 
And now Sunday's jacket _—_— ev'ry * on: 


FR 


She. 


Ahl! what d 
Io make my ſhoes _ ; 

And foot it to court to the King and the Queen, 
Where ſhewing my parts, I preferment ſhall win, 

Fie ! tis better for us to plow and to ſpin; 

For as to the court when thou happen'ſt to try, 


Thou'lt find nothing got there, unleſs thou canſt buy, 
For money the devil, the devil and all's to be found, 


He. 


But no good parts minded, without the good pound. 
Why then I'll take arms, e 
And follow alarms, 


Hunt honour that now-a-days plaguily charms. 


She. 


He. 
She. 


He. 


She. 


And fo loſe a limb by a ſnot or a blow. 
And curſe thyſelf after for leaving the plow. 
Suppoſe I turn a gameſter ? | 
So cheat and be hang d: 
What think'ſt thou of the road then ? 
The highway to be hang d. 


He. 


A DIALOGUE. 


He. Nice pimping, however, yields profit for life, 
Il help ſome fine Lord ed cre he 
Sie. IE s dangerous too, 
— the town - crew, 
1 em will do the ſame thing by you j 
And then I to cuckold you may be drawn in: 
Faith, Colin, tis better I fit here and ſpin. | 
| He. Will nothing prefer me? what think'ſt of the Jaw ! 
She, O! while you line, Colin keep out of that paw. 2 
He, ['I cant, — TIl pray: ä 
She, Ah! there's nought got that way; 
There's no one minds now what thoſe black cattle ſay. 
Let all our whole care 
Be our farming affair, 
He. To make our cor grow, ad ou apple-ircabar, 


Two Voices. 


. 
She. So I'll to my diſtaff, : 
He. And * to my plow. 


Caorvs, 


Let all our whole care 
Be our farming affair, 
To make our corn grow, and our apple- trees bear. 
Ambition'a a trade ne contentment can ſhow ; 
So ' to my diſtaff, 

And I'll to my plow, 


THE END. 


